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LEONDD NN: 
ated by E. Sar for the AuTuor 1729, 


HERE never was, I believe, 
1 any Piece, that more needed a 
Defence than this, nor any Au- 
thor leſs able or leſs willing to 
fend his own Works than myſelf. There- 
fore without making any impertinent apology 
for my Errors, I ſhall ſubmit it to the judge - 
ment of the candid Reader; Candid 1 Ai 
him, becauſe I hope he will be ſo to the 
incorrect Performance of ſo injudicious an 
Age as ſixteen, at which this Play was wrote. 
Ir may probably be ask d, how I came 
to undertake ſuch a thing, when the ſame 
Subject has already been choſen for an 
Engliſh Tragedy? All that I can ſay to that 
is, that I Hover heard of that Plat till I 
had made a conſiderable Progreſs in this. 
The Gentleman that wrote, or rather tranſ- 
lated that Play (for excepting the firſt Scene, 
there's hardly a thought of his own, but all 
Euripides's ;) This Gentleman, I ſay, ſeems 
to have been of the Opinion of Rapin and 


Mr. 


— 


— 


The PREFACE. 


| Mr. Rymer, that Love is beneath the dignity 


of a Tragedy : bur (as a good modern Critick 
obſerves) if Virgil did not think it beneath 
the dignity of his Heroic Poem, how can it 
be beneath that of a Tragedy, which cer- 
tainly does not exceed the Epic Poem in 
Dignity ? 

IN the diſpoſition of the Incidents of the 
Plot I have follow'd Euripides; yet not in a 
ſervile manner; but have ſometimes boldly 
ventur'd to leave the Steps of ſo great a 
Maſter, in compliance with the Humour 
of the preſent Age. Still I have endeavour'd 
to keep ſo cloſe to his way of writing as to 
avoid all turgid Expreſſions, and bombaſt 
Flights. | 

THis Play had the misfortune of being 
perform'd very imperfectly: ſome Scenes 
were left out, and others ſo intolerably 
mangled, that 'twas impoſlible for any body 
to make any thing of it. Therefore tho 
I confeſs, that ſo incorrect a Work can't 
bear the teſt of a ſerious Peruſal; yer J 
print it to let the Town fee, that I did 
not write ſuch incoherent Nonſenſe as the 


Players acted. 
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PROLOGUE. 


By a FRIE ND. 


F all thoſe Arts which antient Times can boaſt, 
Of all that Learning, which to us is loft, 
Athens Chief Miſtreſs reign d, — And reigning 
Each virtuous Man exalted to a God : | ſpow'd 
Her Tragick Scenes with matchleſs Art diſplay'd 
Vice juftly puniſbd, and Jove's Will obey de 
The antient Demigods from death revivd 
Again their Battles fought, again they liv'd : 
Frem hence Euripides his Praiſes drew ; 
His Model juft, and all his Colours true. 

Brave Hector's Death has call d forth many a Tear, 
And Priam's Fall has wounded ev'ry Ear : 


Strip d f her Pomp to night there ſhall be ſeen 
ti 


The falling Grandeur of a captive Queen; 

And what may more your kind compaſſion mote, | 
Courage and 4 irtue fire the Heroe's Love; © 
But yet ſo gem rous Flames unhappy prove. 

Like a poor Lamb at the appointed time 

Led to the Altar for another's crime, 

T he wretched Virgin falls a Sacrifice, 

And by her Wound th ill-fated Heroe dies. 

Now if the Muſe in humble ſtrains ſhall flow, 

And neither riſe too high nor ſink too low 3, 

Let no misjudging Tongue the Poet blame, 

He's this to ſay, — that Nature was his aim. 


Drama- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| M E N. 

| AGAMEMNON. Mr. Hulett. 

| PoryYMNESTOR Mr. Gi/low. 

| PyRRHUS. Mr. Gard. 

PISISTRATUS. Mr. Hill. 
ULYSSES Mr. Machin. 
TALTHYBIUS. Mr. Williams. | 

WOMEN. 

HE CUBA. Mrs. Carter. 
POLVYXEN A. Mrs. Purden. 
4814. Mrs. Mann. 
BECILLA. Mrs. Mount ford. 


SCENE the Cherſoneſus of 'Thrace. 
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FC+F-Þ SCENE I. 


SCEN E, a wild Country, PoLYMNEST OR'S 
Tent in view. 


PoLyYMNESToR lug. 


AIL to th' auſpicious morn! — Reſt 
all my fears 

In Polydore's deep grave. — This morn 
the ſea 

Recciv'd his infant body; and this 
morn 

His blood came ruſhing from the wound, my ſword 

Had made, and gave me all his pond'rous treaſures. 

The Obſtacle's remov'd, the prize is mine. 

Rejoice then, Polymneſtor ; then let gladneſs 

N in cv'ry face. Baniſh the clouds 

1 at hang upon your brow. None bars your way 


o wealth: For Priam's dead, his fon is dead, 
Sunk in the waves, and leaves no tracks behind, 


B Which 
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Which may be backward trac'd, which may diſcovery 
The author of his death. — Yet Hecuba | 

His mother ſtill ſurvives. — What then? = She muſt 
Be carry'd captive to the Grecian Shore, 

And never know the fate of Polydore. 

I hear a noiſe of feet. Sure none can know it: == 
I did it on the ſolitary mountains, 

Where never human face is ſeen, — But what 


Do I fear? — I hope that I have acted fate. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, the Grecian Chiefs are met in council 
To part the captives. — Hecuba is fall'n 
To * Des“ lot; Polyxena 
The virtuous princeſs is a worthy prize 
To Arzamemnon : thoſe of meaner rank 
They're now diſpoſing of. | Exit, 
Pol. Methought at Hecuba's name my ſoul did ſtart 
With horror and confuſion. — Still I tremble. — 
But ſhall J entertain a thought, that tends 
To my diſquict, while this ſhining ore 
So glitters in my eyes, and chears my heart ? 
No, I will go; Ill ſpend the day 1n joy, 
And nought but pleaſure ſhall my mind employ. 


Exit. 
SCENE changes to a Conncil. 
AGAMEMNON, PyRRnus, ULYSSES. 
Enter to them 'TALTHYBIU 8s. 


Tal. My limbs yet tremble with their late ſurprizc. 
I've ſeen Achilles. 

Aga. Seen Achilles“ — Ha! — What ſay you? 

Tal. Yes, with theſe very eyes myſelf beheld him 
'This night, not long ago: All arm'd he was 
From head to foot. — The trembling earth began 
To ſhake and roar. — The fea too was difturb'd : 
The lofty woods ſhook their high heads; All one 
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Did ſeem to ſuffer terrible convulſions : 

The gaping earth, after a dreadful groan, 

Open d her hollow caverns, made a paſſage 

From Erebus dark gloomy gulph, ev'n to 

Theſe upper regions. — Shocking to behold ! 

Achilles ſhade appears, juſt as I've ſeen him 

Oft in his life-time, — While I ſtood amaz d, 

In a hoarſe accent ſpoke theſe Words I heard; 

« Whither d'ye go? Where fail, ungrateful Greeks ? 

“Why do you leave your Heroe's ſhades unhonour'd? 

« Revere my memory ; for know, that this 

Neglect of me may one = coſt you dear : 

« In gratitude obey my will ; and let 

« Polyxena be offer d to my manes 

« By Pyrrhus' hand.” This faid, he ſunk down to 

The regions, whence he came, and vaniſh'd, | 

The earth wide gaping to receive him in. 
Aga. Achilles ſhade demand Polyxena ! 

Sure he was born to croſs my will, and be 

A plague eternal to me: Indeed I hop'd 

His death cou'd have ſecur'd me from his inſults; x 

But not that wound, which broke the thread of lite, 

Can break his deathleſs enmity to me. 

By Jove and all the Gods I ſwear, that his 

Cruel demand ſhall not be fatisfy'd. — 

Why ſhould I yield to him? — Am I a King 

To have my will contrould ? — Muſt J ſubmit ? 

Born to command mutt I, like ſlaves, obey ? 

Go tell your Heroc, Mamemnon ſcorns | 

To own Superiours. — Can his merits claim 

Pre-eminence ? — Did e'er his darts wound deeper? | 

Did he appear more terrible in battle ? 

Or did his ſword with greater force cut thro' | 

An hoſt of armed foes ? — Why then ſhould I | 

Truckle to his commands againſt my will ? | 
Pyrr. O angry res'lute prince! Is this, is this | 

A due reward for a whole life ſpent in | 

The toils of war? Did great A billes then a 

B 2 Serve 
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Serve you, and fight in your defence for this ? 
Was it for this he met a certain death ? — 

You know that when his Goddeſs mother had 
Reveal'd to him the fate's decree ; that if 

He lent his aid to Greece, and dar'd to croſs 

The watry main to the ſiege of Ilium, 

Short was his deſtin'd life; at Troy he'd die, 

And never would return: but if he would 

Avoid that danger, then might he outlive 

The antient Pylian ſage: Yet ſo he lov'd 

The caule of Greece, and fo contemned life, 

That with the Grezian army hither he came, 
Certain of death; and dy'd there. — Not to mention 
His other infinite deſerts ; the Death 

Of Hedor was ſufficient ; he alone 

Did more than the whole league of Greece united : 
Cou'd Troy be taken before He#or's death? 


 Cou'd any conquer He#or but Achilles? 


Thus did Achilles o'ercome Troy, while you 
Only demoliih'd it. — If he had ask'd 
A virgin from Mycenæ or from Argos 
Free, born in Greece, you could not have deny'd it 
In juſtic2 or in honour: Can you then 
Retuſe him Priamn's daughter, but a captive, 
An Encmy's and a Barbarian's offspring? 

Aga. What d'you command? d'you claim is as 

your right ? 5 

Know then, that Agamemnou's Actions 
Are ſubject to his will alone. He can 
Contemn your threats, and them reject with ſcorn, 
Vet ſtill he's juſtice and he's gratitude, — 
If your dead father did deſerve aught of me 
I treely will repay it him. 
But pray what were this mighty man's deſerts ? 
He always firmly oppos'd what I refolv'd ; 
Ever my enemy, but ne'er my friend: 
What tho' Achille might have ſpent a long, 
Obdſcure, inglorious, coward's lite at home 


In 
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In caſe and plenty? What tho? he did dare 

To meet his death at Troy? Was't not his ſhame 

That drove him hither ? Would not his name be 

branded 

With cowardice, had he declin'd the War ? 

Love to Greece was a ſpecious pretence ; 

But here's the ſource of all his boaſted courage. 

Witneſs his putting on a woman's habit 

To hide the Heroe from the world and danger. 

You fay, that he alone cou'd lay great Hedlor 

Proſtrate in duſt. But then did He&or fall 

Becauſe he was an Enemy to Greece ? 

His enmity to Hector was revenge 

For young Patroclus Death. He hated us 

More ev'n than Troy itſelf, and never would 

Lift up his ſword in our defence, tho' he 

Had ſeen all Greece fall in an undiſtinguiſh'd ruin. 

Then how does gratitude oblige me to 

Perform his TEA, i will 2 — For there can be 

No bonds of gratitude when there have been 

No benefits receiv'd. — 'Then I deny 

To facrifice the virgin he demanded ; 

My will and pleaſure is my reaſon for't. 
Ul. Let us not, Princes, after foreign wars 

Are over, and have ceas'd to hurt our quiet, 

Yet marr the joys of victory and triumph 

By home ſedition and domeſtick feuds. 

Of you, Atrides, with a due obſervance 

Of that your ſov'reign ſeat and regal pow'r, 

I beg performance of the ghoſt's requeſt. 

Conſider all your conqueſts, all your glories, 

How your great name ſhines throughout all the 

world, 

Remoteſt nations celebrate your courage, 

Admire your conduct, and applaud your actions. 

Let not your former glories all be ſtain'd 

With the foul blot of ſuch unkindneſs to 


So brave a Grecian, He, that's truly great, 
Shou'd 
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Shou'd you refuſe theſe honours to his ſhade, 
The vile cenſorious World will fay, you envy'd 
Admires, and loves, and honours too the brave. 
So great a man his merited eſteem. | 
O it you love your fame, as all the brave do, 
Deny not this the Heroe's laft requeſt. 

Aga. To your jupojonr wiſdom, ſage Ulyſſes, 
Do I ſubmit myſelf: Be it, as you 
Direct and give advice. — In all my actions 
May I be guided by the good and wiſe ; 
And ftill ſubject my nat'ral fiery temper 


To their grave conduct and moſt uſeful council. 
| Exeunt 


SCENE, before As amtEMNoN's Tent. 


P1SISTRATUS ſolus. 


This beauteous maid, this ruler of my heart 
Seems unconcern'd, and cold, and little anſwers 
My fervent paſſion; indifference holds 

The ballance of her heart; while my unequal'd love, 
Eyv'n like the ever-burning fire of Phebus, 

Heats with one conſtant unextinguiſh'd flame. 
Whencer I look upon her beauties, then 

My raviſh'd foul bounds with a ſudden joy, 

I'm charm'd and make myſelf her willing {lave. 
Whence'er ſhe ſpeaks then my tranſported ſenſes 
Forget their office, then my voice is loſt, 

Then my whole frame is put in wild diſorder. 


Enter PoLyYXENA, — 


Sec how her beauty ſhines! See how it charms! 

O let me ever thus, thus gaze upon thee, 

Nor let ſuch heav'nly joys ceaſe but with life. 

Thou art my only aim. Thou art the ſole 

Bleſſing my heart, my longing heart aſpires to.— 

Whatever place is brighten'd by — : 
There 
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There 1s my happineſs, and there my heav'n.— 

O my Polyxena / delay no longer 

Our mutual joys! Let the Prieſt join 

Our willing hands, and love our faithful hearts. 
Pal. Heav'n has defign'd for thee, young Prince, 

a bride | | 

Happier than loſt Polyxena ; whom fortune 

Has ever {mil'd on, and all whoſe defires 

Succeſs has crown'd. Thy better fates forbid 

Thy taking to thy arms a ſlave; for ſuch 

Is the unhappy ſtate of Priam's daughter. 

P/ Think not, O think not, faireſt of thy ſex, 
That riches, greatneſs, courts, or gaudy pomp 
Are th' objects of my love; no, my heart burns 
With flames more gen'rous, — Virtue join'd with 

beauty 
Render each other more reſplendent. — Theſe, 
Theſe charms alone enchant my am'rous heart. 
In thy captivity thou appear'ſt more fair, 
Thy ſorrows add a luftre to thy beauty, 
And make thy virtues ſhew themſelves more brightly. 

Pol. O think (alas!) on wretched Hecuba; 
See how ſhe ſinks beneath her weight of woes! 
O let me not ftilt heap new forrows on her, 

Nor let her pine away in grief for me. 

Piſ. Reſentleſs maid ! — Do you remain unmovy'd 
To ſee my heaving ſighs and throbbing heart ? 

Pol. Confider the confuſion and the trouble 
Which our ill-fated loves would bring on both 
Our much offended parents; your diſpleas'd 
Stern ſire would heap his curbs on you, that 
You have diſhonoured the noble race 
Whence you derive your origine, by making 
An humble ſlave the partner of your bed: 

While poor dittreſſeck Hecuba — alaſs! 


7 


Methinks I ſce her tear her 8. hairs, 
T hear her pray'rs from heav'n draw curſes on me; 


The liſt'ning Gods comply, and I am yet 


More 
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More wretched; for now ſhou'd I loſe 
Heay'n for my guide, and innocence wy guard, 
O think, think what dire puniſhments the Gods 
Immortal have in ſtore for ſuch ungrateful, 
Rebelling children: Think on em, and dread dem. 
Tis time we part. Farewel Pi/itratus, Exit. 
Piſ. Stay, ſtay, bright maid, leave me with 
better hopes. 
—She's gone, and with her the joys are fled, 
That life can cer afford my troubled ſoul. | Exit. 


SCENE continues. 


Enter IRI A and BECILLA. 


Ir. How doubly wretched is the wife of Priam /! 
Her life is ſpent in groans, and ſighs, and tears. 
By the remembrance of her former ills 
She bears em all again. E'en ev'ry moment 
Old Troy is taken 1n her troubled mind, 

What little time ſhe ſleeps is fill'd with horrour. 
This night, when her uncqual'd Frick permitted her 
To take a moment's reſt, the roſe affrighted, 

And pointing to a corner of the tent, 

Cry'd, Is Achilles riſen from the dead 

Yet to torment me ? 

Bec. Somuch her ſoul's diſturb'd by her misfortunes, 
That ev'n in ſleep her fancy forms to her 
Theſe dreadful viſions, and the weight of woes, 
She bears, lays open to her ſuch a ſcene 
Of horrour, as keeps gentle ſleep away 
From ſealing up her wearied eyes; while eaſe 
And comfort are quite ſtrangers to her breaſt, 

Her troubled breait. Sometimes her grief is ſilent, 
Then does ſhe ſeem ſo ſwell'd with ſorrow, that 
Unleſs with ſpeaking and bewailing, ſhe 

Gave her heart caſe, *twou'd burſt. 

Ir, Methinks in her I ſee the very picture 
Of black deſpair, and bitter diſcontent, — 


But 
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gut hold —ſhe riſes from her bed, ſhe ſtarts, 
And glares around with horrour and amazement. 


| Exeurt. 
H ecvBA within. 


Good Iria direct the wand'ring fteps, 
Support the old and feeble limbs of your 
2 Diſtreſſed Queen, or rather ſhould I fay, 
© Your fellow ſlave. = 


« 
als 


Enter He cv BA ſupported by Women, and Ix IA. 


| Her. O Jove, that dwell above the ſtarry skies, 
And thou, O venerable Goddeſs Night, 
Why am I frighted with nocturnal phantoms, 
| tel dreadful apparitions ? — O ſuggeſtion ! 
Why wilt thou thus torment me? — Polydore 
My only ſon! my fears for thee ſeem to 
Unfold the hidden myfteries of fate.— 
My reſtleſs mind labours with anxious thoughts 
For my Polyxena. — Yet whence proceed 
FG moſt ill-grounded fears? The Greeks have 
one 
Their worſt. They've made us ſlaves. Fortune 
has ſpent 
Her quiver of misfortune on us. — We can fall 
No lower than we are. We've nought to fear, 
Nothing to loſe, nothing to hope for,— 
Then hence all theſe tormenting fears ; be gone, 
| give you to the winds ; no more diſturb me.— 
| after a pauſe. 
but yet what doubts, and what anticipations 
Of future troubles is my mind perplex'd with? 
In ſpite of all my reſolutions, 
A dread of ſome misfortune, that will happen 
To my Polyxena, affrights my ſoul, | 
And makes me- tremble at I know not what, — 


C Enter 
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Enter BECILLA. 


Bec. O Madam! Thrice unhappy ! How, in 
what words 
Shall I relate the moſt unwelcome naue, 
Ot which I am th' unwilling meſſenger! 
I come with heavy heart to tell you news, 
Which ſtrike all comfort dead. I have been told, 
In the dead waft and middle of the night, | 
When near Achilles Tomb ſome Greeks did hold 
The watch; a figure, like their great Achilles, 
Riſes before em in bright arms adorn'd, 
And ask d (O who can bear to tell the tale 
Without a troubled heart, and eyes o'crflowing *) 
Ask'd for Polyxena to be his victim. 
Some princes wou'd obey his harſh commands, 
While others did oppoſe it, till at length 
Ulyſſes, riſing from Ta ſeat, perſuaded 
With curſed and inhuman arts, and chang'd 
The reſolution of the princes. Thus 
They all unanimouſly did conſent, 
'That your Polyxena ſhould bleed t' appeaſe 
The haughty Heroe's ghoſt. 
Ir. Sec where ſtands a monument of ſorrow ? 
Her ſenſes arc benumb'd, her reaſon gone,— 
O Royal Mittreſs, vent your troubles, give 
Your ſorrows caſe, leſt your heart burſt with griel. 
Bec. A ſudden horror ſeems to chill her ſpirits; 
She's ſilent, and ſhe cannot ſpeak. Small ſorrows 
Do give us letfure to complain of them; 
But greater gricts, like her's, expreſs in groans 
What they can't utter. — Thou once AHfia's Queen, 
Let patience cool the raging of thy grief; 
Let not thy troubles make thy ſufi'ring ſoul 
Inſenſible; but learn, endeavour 
To bear misfortunes bravely, as becomes thee. 
Hec. Oh! Oh! Oh! | ' faints, 
Bec, Wreich that I am! What have I oe, 
| | 
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This dreadful tale has ſtab'd her to the heart. 
But ha! See ſhe recovers, and the vital blood, 
Which had forſook her face again returns. 
| Hecuba recovers, 
Go lay yourſelf at Qamemnon's feet ; 
* Haſte to the altars of the Gods, implore 
Their kind aſſiſtance; for 'tis they alone 
Can turn the hearts of theſe inhuman men 
To mercy and compaſſion ; elſe muſt you 
See your fair daughter all beſmcar'd with blood, 
Her beautcous limbs diſtain'd with gore. 
Hec. Propitious Gods torbid ! — What tongue, 
what words can 
Expreſs the anguiſh of my drooping ſoul ? 
Who will defend me from theſe cruel men? 
What kingdom or what city will receive me? 
All will reject the wretched Hecuba, 
Deſpis d of all! ſunk in calamitics ! 
Whate'er my mind can think, ſets to my view 
Troubles and ſervitude, and all the ills, 
Under which wretched Mortals uſe to groan. 
Wou'd my fad ſoul call back to her remembrance 
Her kingdom? — that is fack'd by hoſtile hands, 
And levell'd with the ground: I ſaw't deſtroy d 
With theſe my aged eyes, and burnt to aſhes. 
Or do my griets fit light upon my heart, 
That I've a daughter left me yet, that's ſav'd 
From a whole ruin'd empire? — She is loſt, 
For ever to be griev'd for. — Thus let me. 
Think on whatc'cr I vill, it tends to make me 
Wretched.— How ſhall T fly theſe endleſs troubles? 
Which way ſhall I avoid em? | 
Ir. See how ſhe ſtands diſtracted in her mind; 
Environ'd with misfortunes, rack'd with fears ; 
Loſt in deſpair, and ftupity'd with grief! 
Hec. The light that ſhines in on me ſeems 
unpleaſant, 


[long to leave it. = Haſte my daughter, hear 
C 2 The 
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The overflowings of a troubled heart. 
Enter PoLYyx BNA, 


Pol. What mean theſe tears? and what theſe words 
of ſorrow ? 
What new misfortune are we yet to ſuffer? 
Why with ſuch doletul accents do you call me? 
Why do you thus affright me, fearful as 
Some tender bird, that dreads the eagle's coming? 
Hec. O my child! [/ighs. 
Pol. Declare your grief,—Ts your Polyxena 
Thought an unworthy partner of your forrows ? 
Diſcharge on me that . 7 load of grief, 
That ſo depreſſes you; I'III bear it all, 
And caſe you of the weight. 
Hec. Hear it, and dread it, my Polhxena. 
The Grecian army have decreed, that you 
Should fall a ſacrifice to ſtern Achilles' ſhade. = 
Pol. O dreadful meſſage! — Dire unheard 6f 
ſorrows ! 
Afflictions, that would rend the hardeft heart! 
Troubles immenſe encompaſs you around, 
Nor will your child be ſpar'd, the only comfort 
Which your hard fates have left you in misfortunes. 
Yes, I muſt go 3 3 
To the tremendous gloom of Pluto's realms, 
There to be reproaeh'd among the ſhades below 
With having dy'd a ſlave.— Vet is not this 
What I lament ; im death I do not fear, 
Moſt dire reproaches willingly I bear; 
The greateſt ills, that e'cr can fall on me, 
I readily deſpiſe, and only mourn for thee. 


The End of the firft AF. 
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And thwart my eager paſſion wit 
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ACT II. Screens I. 


PoLyYxENA /0/a. 
DW is the wretch's refuge; there th' un- 
nappy 


7 
And there alone, can bid adieu to trouble: 
Yet I, oppreſs d with an unuſual weight 
Of woes, am depriv d ev'n of that priviledge, 
Common to all the wretched ; tor altho' 
I fly this world, yet do I leave behind 
A mourning parent ; that, that mixes gall 
With the ſweet draught ot death ; for what 
Is life to me, when liberty is loſt? 
Can I go fawn, can I careſs the men, 
That drench'd their hands in all my kindred's blood? 


Euter Pis1STRATUS. 


Piſ. Joy of my ſoul ! All that my heart can wiſh! 
The Gods beſt gift! Hah! What do I fee ? What 
mean 
Thoſe looks of grief? Why riſe thoſe tender 
breaſts 
With heaving fighs ? — And will you not grant me 
But one propitious ſmile ? — wy wilt thou croſs, 
a look 
So cold, and ſo diforder'd ? 
Pol. Doſt thou expect, Pi/iftratus, to find 
ſoy in the midſt of ſorrow, or to ſee 
Nhe troubled daughter of affliction chearful? 
Piſ. Give to the winds theſe melancholy thoughts, 
And let our cares be how to ſpend our time 
In foft extatick joys, and mutual love. 
f Pol. 
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Pol. Love is excluded from my breaſt for ever. 
That ils the thoughts of proſp'rous maids ; but 
ric 

Kü N my whole ſoul, and guards my heart, 
Nor ſuffers it to feel an am'rous warmth, — 
I am abandon'd to the world, and death 
Alone can chear my mind, alone diſpel 
The clouds of ſadneſs, that hang on my brow. 

Piſ. O leave theſe words of grief and death. 

Becauſe 

You once was wretched will you always be ſo ? 
Will you refuſe a proter'd happineſs : 

Pol. No; I no more will roi my drooping head, 
But bend my weeping eyes {till prone to carth, 
Till death ſhall bid my grief and lite to ceaſe. 

P:;/; Why doſt thou ſtill go on in this fad ſtrain? 
And ſpeak in ſuch a piteous accent, as | 
May even move th' inexorable fates 
To change their fix d decrees in pity to you? 

Tell me thy grievance. Why does that dejected 
Countenance ſcem t' endeavour to conceal 


Thoſe bright reſplendent charms? Who is't has 


wrong'd thee ? 
O haſte to let me know; that I with wings 
As ſwift as time, and eager as the thoughts 
Of an impatient lover, quick may fly 
To rcek my vengeance on the baſe offender. | 
Pol. Pyrrhus demands my blood to ſatiate his 
Imperious cruel father's greedy ghoſt. 
after a pauſe. 
Pi: Heav'ns! What do I hear? — What horrid 
tale 
Ts it that frights and ſtupifies my ſenſe ? 
Demand thee for a ſacritce! — It can not 
It ſhall not be. —Surcly my cars deceiy'd me, — 
Was it the fair Polyxena that ſaid ſo ? 
It muſt be true then, — yet it cannot be. 
Fyrrhus was once my friend: He wou'd not, dare not 
Ailront 
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Affront a ſoldier, and his friends too thus. 

Pol. That he requires me for his father's victim 
Doubt not : believe your hearing, and be not 
Aſtoniſhed and thus amazed at 1t : — 

But think, think how this bloody cruel action 

May be prevented; ſummon up to your 

Afſitanct all your arts, and theſe employ, 

1 Better you can't employ em) to protect 

{A he innocent from th hands of their oppreſſors. 

'F TY. By heav'ns thou'ſt fir d my eager ſoul, that 
tho' 

A thouſand dangers did obſtruct my paſlage, 

I'd break thro? all to beg you ſome relic 

When ſuch an heav'nly form, join'd with ſuch 
virtue, 

Is injured ; what ears can be ſo deaf, 

What heart be ſo obdurate and ſo loſt 

{ To pity (the beſt part of us) as not 

To burn with a defire of redreſſing 

'The wrongs which it has ſuffer'd ? 

Pol. Prince, ſpend not 
| Theſe pretious moments; while you ſpeak, the 
5 chiefs 
| Become more reſolute to execute 
What they've decreed. Delay no longer then. 

Pi. What muſt we part then? yes; but as it is 
To meet again more happily, I'll not 
Repine at my hard fate. This motive then, 

And this alone will make me quit thy preſence. 
On any other terms I cou'd as ſoon 

Conſent to be depriv'd the liberty 

Of th' open air, of breathing, or of living ; 

For what is breath, or life, or being without thee? 
But why do' I idly ſpend the time, when 1 
Doubt whether thy lite 8 my ſoul holds dearer 
Than riches, honour, glory, liberty) 

Be ſafe? SITY | 
5, Who 
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Who —＋ how near thy death is ( racking 
thought) 

Poo I am thus lu gem of thy welfare ? 

T go then, and till I return, may all 

e tutelar deities ve? prong you, and 

All happineſs att | exit, 

Pol. Well! —If I goo? dic, this may be my 

comfort; 

Where ecr my ſou! ſhall be tranſported to, 

What ever hed rr it ſhall inhabit 2 

By death *tis ſeparated from the body, 

It can't be more unhappy, it can't ſuffer 

Greater misfortunes than on earth it has. —. 

But yet what pleaſures can my foul c'er reliſh 

Divided from my parent ? What delights 

Can bleſt Elyſium afford me, abſent 

From Hecuba, yet conſcious of her woes? 

Thus life and death are equal miſeries. 

In life my own unhappineſs torments me, 

In death my parents. O moſt wretched ſtate : 

Where cer Ff my ſorrows follow me. 

In vain do I endeavour to eſcape 

Purſuing grief; it ne'er deſerts my mind, 

And while I ſeek t avoid, I haſte to meet it. 


Enter PYyRRHUs, 


22 Madam, I ſeldom fee my friend Pifftrates ; 
His mind's unbent from all a prince's office, 
And to us he lives, as if he liv'd not. 
*T was but this morn we miſs'd him at the council. 
I'm told, that your too fatal charms have ab 
Us of ih; Aratus, bim of himſelf. 
Pt. I thou'd be ſorry, if my company 
Has ſo unfortunately pleas d him, as 6 
To make the brave young prince aeglest his duties 
Pyr. J am his friend; as ſuch, I come to tell him, 
Hes much to blame thus to neglect the care * 


* o 
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Of all his people to indulge his paſſion. 
Pol. Heaven forbid, that I ſhould be the cauſe 
Of 's people's ſuf rings, or his love to me 
Shou? of the chiefs Rr the name of crime. 
Pyr. Love's an infirmity, and not a crime. 
Valour and virtuous love in one united 
Inflame each other with more gen'rous fires. 
Love ſpurs the Heroe on to great atchievements ; 
And valour crown'd with victory (returning 
From the bloody field in Beauty's arms) receives 
'The juſt reward of all its glorious wounds. 
Hut if we ſuffer love quite to ſubdue us, 
And to incroach upon our ſerious hours, 
It ſwells t a fault. — Of this Fd warn my friend. 
Pol. My death, Sir, which I hourly expect, will 
ut 
An end to all theſe diſcontents among you. 
Pyr. This too I'd let him know, that what he 
loves 
He cannot long enjoy ; he then muſt try 
To wean himſelf of lach a fruitleſs paſſion. 
Pol. When I am dead, teach him to'be content ; 
But don't reprove him in his rage, leſt what 
Was love ſhould end in madneſs or deſpair. 
2575 _ hold, he bends this way; gloomy his 
aſpect, 
His 3 fix d on the ground; he ſlowly moves: 
He's now not fit to take advice. — T'll go then. 


exit. 


Enter P1sS1STRATUS. 


Pol. N not, I know my fate, — Too well 
alas! 
Thy paleneſs tells thy meſſage: The ſorrow 
Thy face expreſſes better can inform me, 
That your requeſt's rejected by the Greeks, 
Than the much more faint narrative of words. 
Pi: O burſt my heart! my ſoul is ſwell'd with grief 
D Lab'ring 
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Lab'ring for vent, even as winds pent up 
And in th' earth's hollow cavities confin'd. 2 
Pol. Farewel my mother, yes a long farewel. 
The cruel Greeks inſult our miſeries. 
- Pif. Goddeſs of Love, mother of gay deſires, 
Vour wretched ſuppliant implores your aid; 
If c'er you favour'd a deſpairing youth, 
Or lent aſſiſtance to a faithful lover, 
O gentle Goddeſs, hear this my requeſt, | 
Anſwer my pray'rs; and let 'em not aſcend 
Unheeded : O inſpire me with ſome quick 
And apt expedient to prevent the ftorm 
Of fate that threatens us with preſent ruin, — 
While time's our own, let's ule it; let us fly | to Pol. 
This hated ſhore, avoid th' impending danger, 
And in ſome foreign region ſpend in love 
The remnant of our days. — Come, hafte we, while 
We may. | 
Pol. Better to die ten thouſand deaths, than to 
Accept of lite on terms ſo baſe and mean : 
For nobleneſs of birth ceaſcs to be 
Moft truly honourable, when the perſon 
Nobly ee leaves the paths of virtue 
Trod by his valiant anceſtors. — That honour 
Is moſt to be eſteem'd, which we derive 
From our own merits, not what we receive 
From our forefathers. Then if I forſake 
My virtue, I am not to be diſtinguiſh'd 
From the ignoble crowd. They live, they breath, 
And draw freſh air as I do. This alone 
A true contempt of death can ſhow the world, 
That Priam's daughter's not degenerate, 
Piſ. Courage unparallel' d! — 
With dread, amazement, horror, and confuſion, 
I muſt commend this fatal, rigid virtue, | 
That in its conſequence deſtroys me. — O earth! 
O heav'ns ! What ſhall I do? Where find relief? 
Why ye (hard-hearted Gods!) fill'd you my . : 
it 
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With amorous fond deſires? — Did you deſign 
By pong 'em to make me wretched ? -— 
But what do | ſay? 
diſorder'd, 
Diſtracted mind murmur at Heav'n's decree ? 
Why ſtand I 10? -— What do I do? — Death to 
my fight ! 
Ulyſſes comes the meſſenger of fate, — 
I muſt be gone. — I cou'd not ſtay to ſee 
Thee drag'd to death. — Farewel, Polyxena, 
If e er we meet again, twill be with better hopes. 
Once more fare wel. cav'n guard thy innocence. 
| exeunt, 


Enter ULysSEs and HecuBa from different doors. 


UZ. You can't be ignorant of what Greece decrees : 
From the great Agamemnon am I ſent | 
Ambaſſador, to let you know your doom. 
The Grecian Princes claim Polyxena, 
To purple o'er with her devoted blood 
An altar rais'd in honour of the manes 
Of the immortal ſon of Peleus. — 
Without a vain reſiſtance then deliver 
Her up into our hands; you know t' oppoſe 
The 5 Princes will wou'd be to ſtrive 
Againſt a rapid torrent bearing down 
Men, countries, regions, kingdoms, all before it, 
—_— our ſwelling and immod'rate grief; 

at is e your power learn to make 

Without your care: Know that the Fates decree's 
Irrevocable ; and no ſword at Troy, 
No fire, no enemy cou'd have deſtroy'd you, 
Before that you had bore the deſtin'd ills, 
Which you were born to ſuffer. — Don't repine 
You may lament, but cannot change your — 
By ſighs or tears, or any acts of grief. 
They're uſeleſs all, and quite extravagant. 

2 Now is the great, the fatal hour arriv'd, 
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Why does my wild, 


— — > 
— 7. 


— 
— — 


3 — 
* — 
2 Wha Aa © 
_— —  — ——— m — 


* _ 2 * 
as. I 
CLACES | as - oem cn —_—_— DA RE 


—— 
” 
o _ 


- 
A * 
—— — — 


51 
f 
x 


20 The RoYAL CAPTIVES. 


Big with unuſual woe. — O greateſt loſs, 
That ever the moſt miſerable bore ! 
An only daughter, the ſole relict of 
A ruin'd kingdom! — How, how oft (alas!) 
When I have little thought her death ſo near, 
Have I with gratctul voice bleſs d my good ſtars, 
That I had ſuch a daughter left! Yet is ſhe torn, 
Torn from my longing arms and baniſh'd thither, 
Whence ſhe will ne'er return, will ne'er re-viſit 
Her wretched parent, and partake her woes. 
Why do the Gods prolong my lite in torment ? 
J have no uſe for life, it is my burthen.— 
Methinks I wander in a loneſome deſart; 
Methinks I ſee all ſavages around me; 
No human form appears, to ſooth my cares, 
And lull my anxious thoughts with ſoft compaſhen: 
J, as a moſt unfit inhabitant 
For ſuch a joyleſs place, I beg the Gods, 
But beg in vain, that they'd direct my fteps 
Straight to ſome hoſpitable dome, where I 
May find ſome comfort in a kind reception. 

Ul. O Hecuba, lament no more. — You'll find 

in me 
An caſy maſter. I will never add 
Jo your misſortunes. Tis Achilles' ghoſt, 
That asks the death of your Polyxena © 
Can we deny ſo great an Heroe what 
His ſhade demands? -— The world might juitly 
accuſc us 

And call us in a gen'ral voice ungratetul. 

Hec. But hear, Uly//es, O vouchſate to hear 
The words of the diſtreſs d. Pity, aſſiſt me. 
O give me cauſe to bleſs you. Shew, but mercy: 
On my. Polyxena, and while I have 
'The ule of voice, it c'cr ſhall call thee noble. 
Mercy's a brighter ornament to Kings 


"Than crowns.and ſcepters ; theſe ſhall ſoon be ſunk 


In dark qblivion ; but acts of mercy 


Shall 


A — P Ac Oct cl: @a om a 


The Royat CAPTIVES. 21 


Shall live as long as time itſelf, immortal 
As the great Gods, whoſe attribute it is. 
True fortitude conſiſts not in ſubduing, 
But in forgiving, and in ſparing toes, 
If man's chief excellence were but to conquer, 
And treat inhumanly the conquered, 
He differs not from beaſts, nor does deſerve 
A better name than they; the hardy lyon 
Thro' the wild foreſt ſecks his prey, he catches, 
Kills, and devours it: it man docs no more, 
Why 1s he call'd the head of the creation ? 
U Miſtake not friends for Enemies, Hecuba; 
I am your friend, and think me not your fo. — 
{ Mercy, I grant, thou'd teach to ſpare your daughter, 
| But leſs ties ſnou d of courſe give place to greater. 
| What tho' my tender heart compaſſionates 'H 
Jour wretched ſtate? yet does my gratitude 4 
Tell me; what &er Achilles ſhall command, ; 


Mx will ought to obey, and give performance. 


Hec. O talk not thus, Uly/es ; tis not pity q 
To me, but an obedience to the Gods, 4 
Forbids this bloody and inhuman action: 

As they are mercitul they hate the cruel. 

U. Tis certain, that the Gods will be diſpleas d, 
Shou'd we deny diſcharging theſe laſt duties | 
Duc to fo great a chief; Ingratitude and 1 
Obedience to the Gods can never be the ſame. 1 
Conſider, how much *tis we owe Achilles ; 

By him our enemies were overcome; 
by his right-hand our kingdom was protected; | | | 
was he, that for his country bravely tought 3 
Twas he at laſt, that by the undernuning 
Arts of your ſon was treacherouſly murder'd. 

Hee, O let my pray'rs, my tears, change your 

reſolves; 

Or let my daughter's ſex, her innocence, 
lead much in her behalf. — O mercy, heav'n! 1 

IJ. Words can't prevail. — What Greece has once 4 
dcerced It 9 
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It never will revoke ; but ſtill remain 
Firm, fix'd, and conſtant to its purpoſe, ſure, 
As the immutable decrees of fate. 
Hec. O ye inexorable men! Are theſe 
Are theſe your boaſted virtues ? Is't for this, 
'The nations all around are call'd Barbarians ? 
Ul. Hecuba, no more. 
Surrender up your daughter, and feſiſt not: 
You ask in vain, and you reſiſt in vain. 


Enter PoLYXENA, IRIA, and BECILLA. 


Hec. Daughter, my words fly upwards diſregarded, 
Nor can they mollify th' obdurate heart 
Of this inhuman man. — O cruelty ! 
*T'is you alone, that reign within the hearts 
Of theſe, theſe unrelenting Grecians. 
Mercy's no more on earth, but 's fled to heay'n, 
And dwells among th' immortal Gods alone, — 
Polyxena, try thy perſuaſive arts, 
Go and embrace Les“ knees, and beg him, 
That he wou'd ſpare your life; remind him too 
Of his own offspring, and he ſurely knows 
The parent's fondneſs for an only child, 
Their cares, their fears, and all their anxious 

thoughts, 

Pol. Hard-hearted cruel man, he ſtands unmoy'd 
At all our troubles ; never drops a tear, 
Nor ſhows one pitying look at our misfortunes. — 
Myles, you ſeem deat to all the po? 
Of the diſtreſs d; thou worſe than ſenſeleſs . 
The beaſts to thee compar'd are mild and gentle; 
For there's no beaſt that ranges o'er the foreſt 
In queſt of prey, ſo fierce, ſo wild, but has 
Soine touch cf pity ; but thou, thou haſt none, 
And therefore art more barbarous than beaſts, — 
'Think not that fear of death can prompt me to 
Plcad for my lite ; for what is life to me ? 
Tl follow you, and chearfully reſign a 

| My 
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Firſt gave me reſolution more than female, 


If we don't offer her, we diſobey him. 


And ſubject to the haughty victor's inſults. — 
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My breath; for to chooſe ſervitude and chains 
Before an honourable death, diſcovers 

A mean and grov'ling ſoul: Can then a princeſs, 
Once educated in the ſhining pomp 

And ſplendor of a court, ask for a life : 
Of Slavery? — A ſlave! — O heav'ns ! — That name 


And courage to contemn the ſting of death. 
Hec. Well then, Ulyſſes, if your ſtubborn mind 
Is grown inflexible, and you remain 
Res'lute to offer up an human victim 
To dire Achille“ ghoſt ; let but my daughter 
Eſcape this hard, this cruel horrid fate ; | 
I come a willing facrifice ; *twas I, 
That bore young Paris, Paris ſlew Achilles. 
Ul. Polyxena's demanded by the heroe ; 


Hec. Then if my daughter muſt die, let us not 
By death be ſeparated, who in lite 
Were ne'er divided; but let us deſcend 
Together to th' Ely/ian Shades, companions 
In the laſt final journey. 
Ul. Beg not your death of us, O Hecuba, 
We grieve, that by neceſſity we're forc'd 
To take thy daughter from thee ; nor yet wou'd we 
Do it, but that we owe ſo much to him 
In gratitude. 1 
Fee. What ever bonds of gratitude you break 48 
For mercy's fake, the Gods will ſoon forgive: | 
This ſeeming vice becomes a real virtue. 
Pol. Endeavour not, my wretched parent, to 
Reſiſt ſuperiour pow'r and force; conſider, 
Tho? born to rule, we're now no more than ſlaves, 


Now let us join our hands, which when once parted _ | 5 
Will never join again : behold your daughter 2 
Laments her death, only becauſe ſhe leaves 


You comfortleſs in life, — Farewel for ever, 
I muſt 
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I muſt depart to everlaſting night. | 
Hec. But I ſhall ſtill remain in ſlavery, 
And on the earth here ſpend my future time 
Jn troubles never ending, 'till kind death 
Secures me from their inſults, 
Pol. Alas! my parent, how, how ſhall T leave thee? 
Her. Tho' thine is hard, mine is the harder fate, 
Leaving a wretched lite and wretched parent, 
You fly t a laſting ftock of happineſs ; 
But I leave thee, and ftill remain in mis'ry. 
The fatal ſtroke of death falls heavier 
On the furvivors, than on them that bear it ; 
For grief, and tears, and fighs is left to thoſe ; 
Theſe find a final reſt from all misfortunes. 
Pol. Farewel thoſe arms, that have ſo oft em- 
1 ee. me : 1 
mother, h be thy future hours; 
What, {aid I — 7 That's beyond my hopes. 
But may'ſt thou (I beg of propitious heav'n) 
Be bleſt with all the comfort, that fo wretched, 
And ſo dejected a condition can 
Admit of; may my brother Polydvre 
Support thy feeble age in Polymmeſtor's 
Moſt wealthy court. 
Hec. Ay, if he lives; but much I fear his ſafety, 
Pol. He lives to cloſe thy eyes, when thou ſhalt dic. 
Farewel for ever. Heaven be thy guide, 
And: comforter in all thy future life. 


UIvss Es leads her off. 


Hec. My grief is greater — c'er mortal knew; 
For all my comfort's fled away with you. 
Poor Hecaba: lives, deſpairing of relief: 
Thrice happy they, whoſe fortune was ſo good; 
To end- their lives under the walls of Troy, 
And with their lives their troubles; 
But O. How mis'rable is Hecuba, 
Who's given up into the hands of foes, 
And ſubject made to ſorvitude and bondage! _ 
Nen 1 
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Why dy'd I not with thee, my much-lov'd 
Priam ? 

Why left I not this life with thee, O Hector ? 

Why do I yet endure the hardſhips, and 

The mis'ries of this world? Is't Fove's decree ? 

Can Jove be leaſed with tormenting me ? 

Or is it the delight of heav'n to ſee 

Me the moſt miſerable and afflicted ? 

If not, _ are all things ſo diſordered, 

That they by conſequence muſt heap new troubles 

Continual ſorrows on my wretched head? 

Death is the pleaſing lot I ſeek to draw; 

The grave's the home, which I am travelling to; 

And the dark ſhades of hell my place of reſt. 

Then why do I yet live? Why plunge I not 

A ſword into my breaſt ? — But ftill, methinks 

I feel a ſudden horror ſeizes me, 

When cer I repreſent unto my mind 

The image of grim death ; I wiſh my ſelf 

Dead _ departed from this tireſome life; 

Yea death I tear ; I fear, but know not why. 

Ir. O wretched queen have mercy on yourſelf ; 
Vouchſafe to grant yourſelf a moment's calc ; 

Let gentle comfort ſoothe this grief. O try 
To raiſe your head amidſt this fe of troubles. 

Hec. Comfort's for perſons much leſs miſerable. 
A kingdom's, children's, and an husband's loſs, 
Are griefs too great to be reliev'd by comfort. 

Ir. Seek not thoſe things which cannot be re- 

gain'd. 

Hec. My only joy and hope is gone. Alas! 

The future time in ſorrow I ſhall paſs. 

So ſome ſtrong lyon in the ſilent Woods, 

Where filver p rp glides in gentle floods, 

Seizes a tender fawn, and drags away 

Into his dreadful den his frighted prey ; 

The wailing dam her dying young bemoans, 

Makes the woods ring with her repeated 1 
E. n 
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In ev'ry place is heard her trembling cry, 
She wanders up and down, and longs to die. 


The End of the ſecond AF. 
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A Plain; Acuittts Tomb in view. 


Enter AGAMEMNON, PyRRnmus, TALTHY BLvs, 
and Soldiers. 


Pyr. E RE, fill me up this goblet full of wine, 
— But ſec, Les comes. 


Enter ULysSEs aud POLYXENA. 


Ul. Behold the beautiful young virgin, Pyrrhus 
Decrecd t' appeaſe your angry father's ghoſt. 

Pyr. Now heav'n aſſiſt me, while I pay theſe laſt 
Sad dutics to my great and worthy father, — 
Talthzbius, bid the army all be filent. 

Tal. Ye Greeks, theſe ſacred rites require your 

ſilence. 
Here PynRmHvus takes POLYXENA in 0s 
hand, and a goblet of wine in the other, 


Enter PISISTRATus. 
P, Hold, Pyrrhus, if you would preſerve you 
own, | 
Save this young virgin's life; or know, thou 
haughty 


Imperious youth, I wear a ſword, that can 
Revenge its maſter's wrongs. Beware, and promiſ-, 
g That 
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That you'll not proſecute your cruel purpoſe, 
Or life and breath's not thine.— The miſtreſs, whom 
My ſoul thinks half her ſelf, the muſt not, can not, 
And will not part with, Then deſiſt, and render 
The i oh back to me, or by the Gods 

1 es to your inhumanity) I ſwear, . 

Il ſheath this ponyard in your villain's breaſt. 

Pyr. Why offer you this violence, thou raſh, 
Unthinking prince: Know that your rage miſſes 
Th' intended mark, and turns upon it ſelf: 
Your anger is to me, as arrows ſhot 
Againſt ſome rock ; which may break their own force, 
But ne'er can hurt th' impenetrable ſtone. 

Piſ. Pyrrhus, no more, -- Or you, or I muſt dic.-- 


| She ſhall not thus be loſt, — V1] reſcue her, 
Or boldly meet my death in the attempt, — 


What's life without her? On her ſmiles I live; 
By her I move; ſhe is the foul that actuates me 
Without her I ſhould be but half my ſelt, 
And at her death my better part is loft. 
Dare then to meet the fury of my ſword. — 
2 once dead, Pol) xena 
May be thy father's victim; but while he 
Draws vital air, you'll claim her but in vain. 
Anſwer me with your ſword, or death expect 
From th' hands of th' injur'd Pi/iftratus, 
[Prs1STRATUS ers to kill PyXRUus. 
AGAMEMNoON holds his arm. 
Aga. Hold; I command thee hold, Pi/itratus. 
What mean you by this outrage : What wou'd your 
Violent rage have done? — Here guards, quick ſeize 
This mutinous young prince, and well ſecure him. 
guards ſeize PISISTRATUS. 
Piſ. Unhand me, villains, — O Polyxena ! — 
Stay, let me ſpeak to Mamemnon then, — 
O Great Atrides, O let me conjure you 
By you dead father's ſhade, and by your hopcs 
Of future greatneſs in your ſon Oreftes, 
E 2 Deny 
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Deny me not a laſt embrace ; remember 
The pangs of love you felt, when fair Chryſeis 
Was Duffy from your arms: let the remembrance 
Of your own love raiſe pity in your breaſt, 
And move you to compaſſionate my pains. 
Aa. Guards, ſpeedily convey him hence. Away, 
/ Gods! what not grant me one, not one 
embrace ? | 
Infections blaſt thee ! All the wrath of heav'n 
Fall heavy on thy head ! — ay all the curſes, 
Which the Gods have in ſtore tor the unmercitul, 
Be heap'd upon thee. — But farewel, bright maid, 
How can I live without thee, how ſurvive thee ?— 
Rogues, let me go; where will you drag me to? 
TIN | guards drag him out. 
Pyr. Thou ſon of Peleus, my deceaſed father, 
Receive theſe our libations, which we offer 
| | pouring out the wine. 
In honour of thy ſacred memory; 
And let the virgin, which we facrifice, 
Obſequious to thy will, appeaſe the anger 
Of thy incenſed ſhade. — O be propitious 
To us; grant us a fate and quick return 
Unto our native country. —— 55 
Pol. Ye Greeks, and Warriors, hear my dying 
words, — 
I willingly can bid adieu to life. — 
But O by all the Gods I do conjure you, 
Let me not die in chains a ſlave, a captive ; 
O let me not deſcend to Plato's realms . 
So baſely ; let not Priam's daughter fall 
So low. | 
_ fea. Tis granted. Then bind not the victim. 
Let us be merciful ev'n while we're cruel, | 
She's mis'rable enough. Let us not heap 
Unneceſſary tortures on the wretched. 
77 Ive bore the worſt, and have no more to 
fear. — | 


Slay'ry 


to 


10 
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Slav'ry or Death! Which ſhowd I chooſe ? — To 


ſerve 
Is baſe, diſhonourable, and beneath me. — 
To die's the lot of all ; and to die brayely 
The glory of the great. — Then welcome death! 
I know its form : and what we know, we fear not. — 
Ive ſeen the horror of it; when, ſurrounded 
By enemies, I ſaw my country burnt, | 
My kindred and my aged father blecd. 
I've try'd the terrors of approaching death, 
Calm and ſerene I've learnt to brave em all; 
And without theſe death of itſelf is nothing. — 
My parent's grief alone makes my death bitter: 
Cou'd it be hid from her I'd bleſs my murd'rers ; 
I'd come with open arms t' embrace the hour, 
The happy hour in which grim death did cloſe me 
In his __ iron arms. — But O! with ſorrow 
Behold the ſuff*rings of a wretched mother 
As ye are brave be good and merciful. 
When Hecuba hereafter ſhall in tears 
Ask for my body of you, reſtore it her, 
Nor ask a ranſom ; while 'twas in her power, 
She did redeem her dead ſon's corps with gold; 
But now let pray'rs ſupply the place of gold ; 
For pray'rs and tears is all that ſhe can give. — 
Now ftrike the fatal blow. I am prepar'd 
For preſent death. Man's tyranny is ſpent 
In vain on me. — I have a ſoul, which tear 
Cou'd never touch ; which death cou'd never fright. 


Pyr. By heav'ns ſuch courage ſhewn in ſuch 


diſtreſs 
Diſtracts my ſoul, and ſtops my trembling hand, 
Ev'n when my ſword is cntring at her breaſt, 
Well then! If I ſhou'd faye her lite, I ſpare 
A nobler foul than ever yet did warm 
The breaft of a Barbarian : but then 
I ſhall diſhonour the moſt valiant 
And braveſt Heroe, and the beſt of fathers, 
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Who with unequal'd courage has encounter'd 
So many dangers, bore ſo many hardſhips, 
And all for us; yes, all in the defence 
Of us and of our country. — Shall I value more 
'The daughter of an hoftile king, than him, 
Who was the ſole protector and defender 
Of Greece againſt the inſult of its foes ? 
No, that wou'd be moft vile ingratitude, 
A crime abominated by the Gods, 
And virtuous men; then Jet me thus avoid it. 
abs POLYXENA, 

O great Achilles, as we have obey'd 
Your dread commands, ſo alſo hear our pray'rs, 
And O! obſtruct not our return to Greece. 

Aga. Talthybius, haſte ; bid Hecuba to give 
Sepulchral honours to Pohxena. — | 
Come, princes, haſte we to the camp. Let us 


Prepare to fail. | | exenunt, 
Enter Px $1STRATUS and PyRRHUs from oppoſite 


Aoors. 


Piſ. Dare you behold the face of your wrong'd 
friend ? 

Pyr. Piſiſtratus, you have unjuſtly ſought 
My lite. 

Pi. — You have unjuſtly ta'en my life. 

Pyr. How have I injur'd you ? 

Piſ. You necd not ask it. 
You've wrong'd me in my love.— Did you not know 
Polyxena reign'd tyrant of my heart ? 

Pyr. What is the brave ffirates a ſlave ? 
Nay worſe, a woman's ſlave ! | 

Piſ. Do not provoke me, 
Leſt you ſhou'd ſoon be made repent your raſhneſs. 

Pyr. What do you menace me? — Well! know 
5 then, ſtripling, 

That I deſpiſe your threats. — I laugh at you. 
P.. Villain be ſilent, left your tongue ſhou'd N 
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Vour curſe, and draw your ruin on your head. 
Pyr. See the boy fret himſelf, 
Pi,. Gods! Muſt J bear it? 
Pyr. Your anger is my ſcorn. Vou know, you dare 
As well encounter red-hot thunderbolts, 
Or war againſt the angry king of heav'n, 
As meet the thirſty fury of my ſword. 
Piſ. What did you ſay I dare not? 
Pyr. — Ves, you dare not. 
Pi. Thus let me prove you have bely'd me then. 
draus. 
Pyr. Nay, then I muſt defend myſelf. > nn 
J. Come on. [ they fight. 


Enter AGAMEMNOXN interpoſing. 


Aga. What Pyrrhus and Piſitratus / No more. 
What do you do? Put up your ſwords again, 
And let me 2 your hands and make you friends. 

700 No, by the Gods he ſurg'd me ſo, I cannot 
So ſoon forgive him. 

Pyr. = Go, and ſhew your ſpleen 
And make yourſelf contemptible. — The — 

Of Great Achilles knows not how to fawn, 

And bend to others paſſion. —I contemn thee. exit. 
Aga. What is it, that has thus enrag'd you both? 
Pi: My diſturb'd mind won't ſuffer me to tell 

YOu, — 
Let me retire to my tent. exeunt /everally. 


Euter HecUBA, IX IA, aud BECILLA, 


Bec. O ceaſe this ſorrow, and ſurrender not 
Yourſelf to grief; but rather thank the Gods, 
I you once had your daughter, that ſhe did 

o lon | 
Live here 6 comfort you ; for 'twas the bounty 
Of the great Gods, that firſt did give her to you. 
Death is the law of nature ; all ſubmit 
Sooner or later to its fatal ſtroke : 
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Thi 5 was the time, when ore was pleas'd ſhe 
_.:: : 

Be. added to the number of the ſhades, 
That dwell in bleſt Elyſium; therefore 
Don't perſevere in obſtinate condolement; 
It ſhews a mind weak and diffatisfy'd | 
With the decrce of Jove, a reſtleſs mind, 
That cannot acquieſce in what's determin'd 
By the immutable and fix'd reſolves 
Of the mighty King of Heav'n. 

Hec. Prithee no more. 
The counſcl, which thou giv'ſt, does but increaſe 
My ſorrows. O talk not of patience to me. 
Is not my daughter dead ?— Can I be patient? 
Go preach it ro the-winds; go bid 'em ceaſe to blow ; 
Go bid the waves be ſtill, and they'll obey you 
Much ſooner than my troubled foul. True, reaſon 

_ Teaches, that tears cannot reſtore my daughter 

To life, when once the vital fpirit's fled : 
Yet tho' we arm our ſelves with all our courage, 
Such ſudden ſhocks throw judgment from our breaſts, 
And then thoſe paſſions, to which human nature 
Is always ſubject, rule our hearts, and make us 
Shed tears in the extreme anguiſh of our ſouls. 

Ir. Be not dejected, Madam, but yet hope, 
That time will * the cure of all our griefs. 

4 Why ſhou'd I feed my ſelf with ſuch vain 

opes | 

Of Fes 6 impoſſible? — No; let me now deſpair ; 
Hope is for tools, and I'll have none of it; 
But ſeek ſome loneſome cell to lay me down 
And breath my laſt in.— Come, thou mother Earth, 
Receive me to thy boſom ; thus Pll lay, 
And in deſpair will-pine my lite away. | /ies down. 


Enter TALTHYBIUS. 


Tal. Can you inſtruct me, O ye Trojan dames, 
Where wretched Hecuba is to be found? 
ec. 
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Bec. See, ſee, Talthybius on the earth ſhe lies 
Now equal d with the meaneſt of mankind, 
Who onee was thought the greateſt ! 
Tal. See, Fortune, what thou'ſt done! O ſee, 
| how low | 
Vou have reduc'd the queen of mighty Troy / 
O Jove, d' you live, and fee, and falke this ? 
Ils this the conſort of Great priamus, 
The mighty Monarch. dreaded by his foes ? 
Is this the mother of that valiant Hector, 
Who dar d to combat with the great Achilles f 
Gods] What a change is here! A lofty palace 
For th' open air, where ſhe's expos d to all 
The roughneſs and inclemency of weather! 
Rich gaudy purple beds for the cold earth! 
Her ſoft and downy pillows chang d for duſt 
And ſtones, on which ſhe lays, but cannot reſt 
Her wretched head! — But hold; I muſt perform 
The orders of our chief. Ho! Hecuba, 
Awake, ariſe, and liſten to me well, 
hile I impart what does concern thee near. 
Hec. Who is't, that thus diſturbs my reſt ? 
Tal. T come an herald: from the Grecian army, 
0 tell you the commands of Agamemnon. 
Hee. [rif g.] What have the Greeks decreed, that 
I ſhou'd die? | 
hus- murder once will be an act of goodneſs : 
Tis this alone can make me bleſs the Greeks, 1x 
o free me from this tedious load of care, i 
ind to transfer me to an happier manſion, | ' 
Where I ſhall with- my Priam, and my valiant | | 
on Hector in th? Elyſian fields enjoy NF 
\ laſting bliſs; where cruel Greeks ſhall ne'er | 
Viſturb us more, nor ſhall we dread the fierce | | | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


chitles* name, nor Diomede's approach, | 
or daily tremble for our country's ſafety, = 
or mourn our'children's loſs, nor Troy's deſtructionz | 
e freed. en e and in delights 


Ever | 1 
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Ever renewing ſpend the joyous hours; 


For tho' the great theſe worldly goods poſſeſs, 
The wretched have in view a nobler happineſs.— 
Come haſte and lead me to my deftin'd death. 
Tal. Far diff rent is the meſſage, which I bring, 
From what you ſeem t' expect. — Your daughter's 
blood = 
Has now appeas'd the Heroe's angry ſhade : 
The chief deſcended from great Atreus race 
Sends me to tell you, that you may perform 
Funeral rites in honour of your daughter. 'F 
Her. Vil hope no more, for all my hopes are 
vain. on : 
Ah! My Polyxena / Then art thou gone? 
The ſtroke of Death alone cou'd ſeparate us; 
And that alone can make us meet again, — 
O cruel Death to rob me of my daughter ! 
But O kind Death to ſend me to my daughter 
Cruel and kind! I hate thee, yet wiſh for thee. 
Tal. Ceaſe this immod'rate grief, thou wretched 
mother ; | 
She has done nothing, that's unworthy of 
Her noble father, and his royal race: 
She dy'd, as did become her quality ; 
She ſhew'd ſuch courage, as did well befit 
The daughter of a king. When Pyrrhys held 
His trembling ſword pointing towards her breaſt, 
She ſmil'd and left the world calm, undiſturb'd. 
Her. Thy gen'rous and brave death, my daughter, 
brings (1 figs 
Some comfort to my afflicted heart to ſee, 
That great ſouls keep their virtue to the laſt, 
In ſpite of all the ſhocks of adverſe fortune ; 
Ev'n like a ſturdy oak, that ſtands unmov'd 
Againſt th' impetuous force of the fierce north» 
wind's — — ts! 
Moſt vehement blaſts ; ſo does a noble ſoul 


Bear up againſt the threatning ſtorms of fortune, I 
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[ And riſes ſtill ſuperiour to 'em all. — 


Tal. Say, Hecuba, what anſwer ſhall T make Atrides ? 


| Why do you not prepare to give due honours 
| Toy deceaſed daughter ? 


c. geg the Greeks 


That they would let the virgin's body lay 
{ Untouch'd by vulgar and prophaned hands. 


s | exit TaLTHyYBIUS. 
Ir. Shall T go fetch the dear remains of the 


Deccaſed virgin hither ? — 


Hec. — Go, good Iria; 
And let us waſh her tender limbs, which now 


Hec. O ſee to what a wretched ſtate the houſe 


Of Priam is reduc'd ! Muſt I remember 
My former happy ſtate ? And for what reaſon 
I was depriv'd of it? — O heav'n and earth! 

O that accurſed hour, in which I bore 

| Paris, the bane of mighty Ilium, | 

That luſtful youth, who for a foreign beauty 
Conſum'd his country, and who was the cauſe 
Of a long ten years war, of Troy's deſtruction, 
Of my captivity and all my troubles: 


It was for him that He&#or tought ſo bravely, 

It was for him, that he withſtood the ſhock 

Of his o'erpow'ring foes ; for him at laſt 

He fell beneath the heav'n-aſſiſted arm 

Of great Achilles. — Hah! Methinks I ſee 

The envious Pyrrhus ruſh into the temple ! 

He ſtains the altar of Olympian Jove 

With good Priam's ſacred drops of blood, — 
Bec. Madam, add not imaginary ills 

To your ſo num'rous real ones; let not 

The ſad remembrance of your former troubles 

Swell up your mind, your reſtleſs mind with grief. 
Hec. O no more, good Becilla, I can't hear thee. 


: | [ pauſes. 
Heav'ns! what a ſcene of horror then appcar'd 
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In which (the king of Troy) great Priom 1 
Then at that fatal hour the glories of 
The Trojan nation vaniſh'd, and were loft, 
Like to a pleaſing dream, or as T've ſeen 
The glaring rays of the refulgent ſun 
Eclipſed by ſome intervening cloud, 
And darker'd from our ſight ; then fell the rich, 
And mighty prince; then Priam met his fate, — 
But why ſhou'd T call Priam rich and mighty, 
Who was ſo poor and OE & 
That man alone is rich, who, free from ſtrife, 
Leads a contented and a quiet life, 
Let none a great condition happy call; 
The greater height you climb, the lower is your fall, 
| Exeun, 


Enter Prs15TRATUS inmediately. 


Pi. The greater height you climb, the lower is 

your fall! 

Tis true indeed: I find it in my felf. 

To th' higheſt pitch of love J roſe ; from thence 

My fall is more conſpicuous, more dreadful. — 

I taught my ſelf to make Polyxena | 

'The only theme to fix my wandring thoughts. — 

In her all my hopes of happineſs were center'd. 

And now ſhe's loft, all's miſery before me. — . 

While ſhe yet liv'd, I faw, I lov'd, I hop'd ; 

My love flow'd ſmoothly on, and I was happy: 


| But at her death, the fire before half- ſmother d 


Blazes and rages in my breaſt more furiouſly, 
So when ſome river's courſe is ftop'd, the tide 
O'erflows, or forces thro” the way deny'd ; 
And tho? before its ſtream was flow and faint, 
The ſwelling ſurge grows mighty by reſtraint. 


The End of the third AF, 
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ACT W. S$eans I. 


 Poryxkxtna's Body in view. 


Enter Pis1sSTRATUS. 


«Oh RFLOW my eyes with tears! Weep 
rivers out, — 

Let me devote my ſelf to grief, deſpair. — 

Thus will I gaze with ſorrow on this fight, 

This ſight of horrour : here I'll curſe the hand, 

The cruel hand, that raviſh'd from my arms 

My ſoul's much dearer part. — Inhuman Greeks, 

Next turn your {words on me; you ne'er will find me 

So apt and willing to reſign my breath, 

As at this preſent moment. — Take my life; 


But yet you need not, you have done't already; 


Yes, you've ta'en more than life. — If I had been 
Your greateſt Enemy, you'd hurt me more, 
Ev'n more than malice, than revenge cou'd wiſh. 

| | Jooking at the Body. 
Tho' dead and cold, yet charming. -— Let me enjoy 
One laft embrace: Sure Agamemnon won't 
Sternly forbid it now; tho” cruelty 
Before had fteel'd his heart, and made him deaf 
To all that I requeſted. -— [ embraces the Body. 
— Oh! ſhe is dead, and never, never knew, 
How much I lov'd : for had ſhe known 3 22 
She wou'd have pity'd me, and ſure have bleſs d me: 
But yet ſhe knows it now; for death's pow'r can 

Sep rate 
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Seprate alone, but not reduce to nothing 

Her ever-living ſoul : 'tis now ſhe ſees 

My pathon was unfeign'd, my love uncqual'd, — 
O curſed Pyrrhus / Gods I ſhall run mad! — 

Pl go and ſeek him, reck my vengeance on him. 
His blood will fatisty me, make me pour out 

My ſoul in caſe, and meet Death with a ſmile. | exit. 


SCENE changes. 


PoLypor e's Body brought in on à bier. 


Enter IRI Aa BECILLA. 


Ir. One woe ſucceeds another; new misfortunes 
Grow c'ery moment, and augment themſclves, 
And fall with an united force upon 
The head of wretched Hecuba. 

Bec. O ſtop thoſe harſh, and moſt tremendous 

words. | | 

Ir. A dreadful meſſage muft ſhe hear, of which 
I am th' unwilling —_ but mortals | 
Do ſeldom bear one grief alone ; and when 
Sorrows oppreſs our minds, they ruſh on us 
Not ſingly, but in legions. 


Enter HECUBA. 


Madam, alas ! prepare yourſelf to hear 
Moſt heavy tidings from an heavy heart. 

Hec. No horrid face of ſorrow's new to me: 
I've bore ſo long, that I'm inur'd to ſuffer. 
Nothing can make me more unhappy, than 
The troubles, which I've undergone : no ills, 
Which ove can ſend on me, will c'er ſeem ſtrange, 
All Hecuba's hopes the Gods have fruſtrated ; 
Her lot on earth is nothing, but misfortune. 

Ir. You've loft your child. 

Hes. What do you tell me of Cafanarg's fate 1 

* 
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Ir. Your fears interpret wrong. — Thus undeceive 
yourſelf | | opens the Boay. 
Hec. O what! My Polydore / My ſon! Thus 
ſnatch'd 
From theſe deſiring eyes, ev'n in thy bloom! 
What! Are you gone? For ever gone? But J, 
Abandon'd, deſolate, alone am left 
To mourn thy loſs. — While all my other ſons 
Were kill'd by the deſtructive hand of Greece, 
I comforted my ſelf, and often ſaid, 
Yet there's one left: Great Polymmneſtor's court 
Too did I think a place of refuge for me, 
To ſhield me from my enemies, and grant 
Me ſuccour and reliet in all my forrows. — 
But ſee how vain the hopes of mortals are! 
Upon what weak foundations grounded, and 
How often fruſtrated and diſappointed ! — 
Where found you him? How was he kill'd? By 
whom ? 
Ir. I found him on the ſhore, driv'n up and 
down 
By the inconſtant winds, and ſwelling ſeas. 
Hec. O matchleſs woe ! — — 
The dreadful viſions, that diſturb'd my reſt, 
Shew'd me a faint reſemblance of his loſs. x 
O *twas the curſed villain Polymneſtor, 
That dog of Thrace (man is too good a name) 
That treacherouſly murder'd this my fon. — 
Cou'd he then ſtain with blood theſe tender limbs? 
And cou'd he thruſt his hateful ſpear into WK 
This tender breaft, and have no touch of pity ? — 
But what will not the love of curſed gold 
Excite a man to do? This is the cauſe 
Of murder, rapine, ſacrilege, rebellion ; 
This drives out from our breaſts remorſe of con- 
ſcience, 
And ſets us cy'n below the beaſts of th earth. | exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter P1$1sTxRATUs ſolus. 


O curſed arm! Why didft thou err, and not 
Reach the vile traytor's heart? Heavns! I'm 
_ diſtracted! =— | 
What taſte have I for all the ſweets: of life, 
Abſent from her I love? All pleaſures, which 
'The univerſe affords, ſeems dull and languid. 
All, which the world does call delightful, loſes 
With me its ſweetneſs; ſince that, which would make 
Me reliſh all the joys of life, is gone. — 
Abſent from her, not muſick's charms can pleaſe; 
And harmony ſeems moſt diſcordant to me, — 
Farewel unpleaſant world; I am a member 


Divided from thy body. — But, Atrides. 
Enter AGAMEMNON. 


Aga. Pififtratus, how is't, that I obſerve 
Thy viſage thus diſconſolate ? Thy looks 
Tell me, thy heart is ſwollen high with grief. 
Piſ. My heart's ſole joy is loſt. No hopes of 
comfort | | 
Can caſe me, now Polyxend is gone: 
With her is all my nat'ral gayety 
Of temper baniſh'd, never to return. 
Aga. Spend not a moment's thought on her, 
young prince; 
At your return to Greece ſome royal dame 
Shall meet your wiſhes, crown your joy, and ſoon 
Bury in dark oblivion the charms 
Of Priam's captive daughter. 
iſ. O never, Agamemnon, ſhall J lofe 
The dear remembrance of that lovely maid, 
Aga. Wou'd one believe, that love cou'd ſo dil- 
: re 
A ſoldicr's warlike ſoul ? — How art thou chang'd 
From that . which I admir'd, 
Riding thro' all the ranks, and animating 5 
lis 


LH 
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is ſoldiers courage by his own bright example? 
Then fir d with a love of glory led | 
is conqu'ring troops againſt the trembling foe ?- 
iſpel theſe gloomy thoughts, and grieve no more 
or a loſt captive miſtreſs, — Come, away. | 
ſee your ſoul is harraſs'd and fatigued 
By this immod'rate grief, and asks refreſhment, — 
aſte to your tent. Drown in forgetfulneſs 
All your paſt troubles, = Come, delay no longer. 
13 | exit PISI STRATus. 


Enter HEC UBA. 


Hec. O Agamemnon, I'm thy wretched ſuppliant, 
nd on my knees I beg you wou'd redreſs | 
The mighty wrongs J bear. = — 
Aga, What is't you'd ask? 
Hec. Grief ſtops my mouth. — O grant it me, 
And caſe the hardſhips of a ſervile lite, — 
D' you ſee this child, whoſe fate I now lament ?. 
| . I fee it. ——— | 
c. —— This is (Why do I ſay it is?) 
This was my ſon, the only one, that did 
durvive the fate of fallen Lium. 
za. Where was he, when your city was deſtroy'd ? 
ec. T' avoid th impending danger he was ſent 
By his father to a foreign land, entruſted 
Vith Polymneftor, king of theſe dominions. 
he good old man ſent with his Polydore 
\n immenſe treaſure to the king of Thrace, 
ho impiouſly murdered this child 
His weak and tender arm not able yet : 
o wield the ſword, or lift the pond'rous ſhield), 
And threw the breathleſs body on the ſhore, 
There to be driven by the boit'rous waves 
nbury' d, unlamented. —— 
a. — O curſed deſire 
Of gold! O harden'd mercenary villain! 
thou unhappy woman! | 
G Hee, 
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4 Hec, 3 y Hear my tale. | * 
After that Polydore had been entruſted 
In th' hands of this his wicked guardian, 
Oft did the King of Thrate viſt our COUrt, = — 
The ſacred vow he made there T'll relate, 


If in my memory it lives. at = 
One day old Priam led the Thracian king 
To th' altar of Olympian Fore, and ſaid, _ 


« Swear by the God, under whoſe. roof we ſtand, | 


« That you'll be faithful to your truſt, that you'll | 


« Be mindful of my ſon, that you'll preſerve him 

« From all his Græcian toes, that ſeek his life, 

That you will ſuccour me in my diſtreſs. 

« Swear this, and as thou doſt perform thy vow, 

« So may heav'n bleſs and proſper all thy actions. 

Then thus the Thracian King: „O mighty Fore, 

« And all the heav'inly pow'rs, be witneſſes 

« To this my ſacred vow. It cer I violate 

« The laws of hoſpitality, if I | 

« Shall e'er deny my kind aſſiſtance to 

« Great Priam's houſe ; then may the tighteous Gods, 

« Then may juſt heav'n ſhow'r all the curſes on me, 

« 'That cer were ſent on perjur'd, guilty heads.” 

And yet this man, this wicked, faithleſs man, 

Murder'd with bloody hands this helpleſs child. 
Aga. Ye Gods, your vengeance is requir'd to keep 

In awe a bold, offending, guilty work, 


Where kings tranſgreſs, the Gods alone muſt puniſh; 


Why then, O Jove, do you not lift your thunder, 

3 ſpend it on this T hracian tyrant's head? 
Hec. O Agamemnon, call him not a king, 

Who is unworthy of the rule he bears. 


A king! Inhoſpitable, baſe, a murd' re. 

Shall greatneſs then protect his crimes ? No; rather 

Let him endure the more, that he's abus'd 

The pow'r entruſted in his impious hands. 

True, I am weak; but then the heav'nly powers 

Are ſtrong, and will at laſt exert their forec 1 
n 
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In puniſhing the perjur'd, and deſpiſers of 
Their juſtice ; and altho? they long eſcape 

Th avenging hand of heay'n, yet at length 
A certain puniſhment ſucceeds their crimes. 


Then Agamemnon imitate the Gods: 
Do juſtice to the 4 and revenge 


by 


The contumelies offer'd to the innocent. 


„ Theſe were the paths trod by the Demi-gods. 
By actions ſuch as theſe, the earthly Heroes 
m {WReach'd to the realms of light, and mix'd with 


Gods, 
0 view me, pity me; paint my misfortunes 
In your own breaſt, then ſee how great they are; 
And thy heart will bleed to ſee thy fellow creature 
So miſerabe. . = | 
Aa. Thou wretched Hecuba, with ſorrow do 
I hear thy mournful tale. Know, that I'm willing 
To puniſh this fell marderer, but that 
ec. But what? O heavens! He denies me. 
And can yourlet that maſs of villany, 
That perjur'd hateful Thracian ſcape unpuniſh'd ? 
ri Grecians think this man their conſtant 
1 _ —_— 
Her, Then they're deceiv'd, and therefore ſhou'd 


ep , rejoice. 

At their deceiver's puniſhment. 
h; For can that man who has broke his faith to one 
r, Ihe 2 true friend to any? | 


Aa. His infidelity to you won't prove 
Him falſe to Greece, but rather will confirm 
Th' unthinking crowd in their ill- grounded notion, 
That he is conſtant to their intereſts, 
Then leave his puniſhment to thoſe great Gods, 
Who with impartial hands diſtribute juſtice : 
And never think that he eſcapes unpuniſh'd, 
; Whoſe mind is conſcious of lach horrid crimes, 
I As day wou'd bluſh to look on. — He now bears 
In "8 3 ly His 
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His judge, his witneſs, his tormentor too 

In his own breaſt. — T he Gods redreſs your wrongs, 

Hec. No, no, my ſoul is all revenge; tis ſweeter 

Than life or liberty; no meaner care 
Shall now invade my breaſt, — My ſoul thirſts for 

This cruel tyrapt's blood. Great Gods, grant me 

To ſacrifice this barb'rous T hracian. ng 

To Polydore's mach-injur'd ghoſt, and then 

To dic in caſe. I ask no more, ye Gods. 

Atrides, then I beg not your aſſiſtance, 

But only your permiſſion; it you wont 

Redreſs my wrongs, but yet for love of juſtice 

Hinder me not in the — — of my | 

Mooſt juſt revenge; if Polympeftor die 
By Hecuba's hand, let-Hecuba alone 

Bear all the blame of it. If the Greeks ſeck . 

My life, I care not: For when 1 ſhall have 

Reveng d my ſon, I have no more to do, 

But die contentedly. Now leave the reſt 
To a woman's conduct and contrivances.' 
Aga. What will you do? How can you c&'er exped 

A poor weak woman ſhou'd o'ercome a man? 

What ſtrength have you to perfect your deſigns ? 
Hec. Within I have ſome Trojan captive women; 

The juſtice of their cauſe will make em ſtrong, 

And more than female, ——- — 

O good Atrides, ſafe conduct my ſervant + 

Thro' th' army; and heav'n reward you for it. 

And let the body of Polyxena | 

Yet lay —— ill J ſhall ſend for it; 

That one flame may conſume my double caro 

Her, and her brother Polydore, 

44. — — Be't ſo | 
For we muſt wait a proſp'rous gale of wind. 
Hec. Becilia, haſte to Polymneftor”'s tent. 
Tell him, that Hecubs deſires his preſence, 


Matters t' impart of great importance to * 
can 
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Mean while I will go in, and there contrive 


The death of him, that is not fit to live. 
' exeunt HERBA, Irta, BECILLA, 


=O Euter TALTHYBIUS, | 

Tal. O Great Atrides, youn | hinge — 

Aga. Ha! Hah! What ſay of him, Taithybius ? 

70. Has ſtabb'd himſelf. — 

A4. — - When? Where? 

al, As I paſs'd by his Tent, I heard a groan, 

At which aftrighted, unawares I enter'd, 
And found him pale, and bloody, wounded in 
A mortal part; groaning a ſecond time, 
Some others ſtraight came ruſhing in, and bear him 
This way to ſet him in your fight, Atrides. 
Hither they bring their moſt unwelcome load. 


Enter two or three, bringing in P1s1$ TRATus. 


Aga. O woeful ſight ! Diſtemper to my eyes! 
O hapleſs prince ! What means this act of raſhneſs? 
P/. Great Agamemnon, ſurely my misfortunes 
May claim your pity, not deſerve reproach 
Think, who it was, that brought this raſhneſs on me. 
For by the fatal wound, Polyxena receiv'd, 
Wretched Pi/iftratus deſpair'd and dy'd. 
Aga. O tis too true! Pi/itratus, forgive me. 
Pi. Good friends, diſturb me not in my laft 
moments. 
Let me employ my thoughts on her, I lov'd, 
And T'll expire in extaſy, in joy, | 
My ſoul's delight! We'll meet among the ſhadcs 
below, 2 $2 ; 
And there enjoy our loves uninterrupted. — 
I feel my ſoul is flying to its bliſs. — 
O charming maid, I come, I tollow thee. dies. 
Aga. Gods! I can't bear it. Why did I yield up 
®Polyxena ? Why did I hearken to | 
Greece's Requeſts ſo inconſiderately ? 


* - 


Now 


— 
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Now would I fain revoke my raſh decrec. — , 
But that no mortal pow'r can do; none can 
Recall the time, that's paſt, the action's done. 
A King may take, but cannot give a life.— 
After that by the deadly ſword they've broke 
The thread of life; after the ſoul has fled - . - 
To the pale ſhades of dreary Erehus, © _ 
None can recall it thence, — Ye Monarchs, then 
Learn firſt to weigh th' event of all your actions, 
Before that you determine aught ; tor time 
Will ne'er ebb back, will ne'cr' return again, 
But ſtill keeps on its cqurſe irrevocable. © 
So when deſcending ſhowers leave the sky, 
Prone down to earth they fall, on earth they lie; 
Where firſt they fell to, there will yet remain, 
And nc'cr riſe upwards to the heay'ns again. 


* 


Tue End of the fourth Act. 


ACT V. Scenzl. 


Enter IX IA and BECILLA. 


Ir. HE. Queen juſt now is in a frantick fit 
Gone down to the Sea ſhore, to that ſame 
lace, IG $641 
Where the dead corps of Polydore was found, 
And there bewails his fate; - curſes the impious 
T hracian, Ota, 12 
And calls for vengeance on his wickedneſs: 
Pleaſes herſelf to hear the ecchoing rocks 
Join her complaints, and ſeem to mourn with her.— 
When ſhe in plaintive accents tells her grief, 


La- 
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Lamenting that her Polydore's no more; 

The rocks too anſwer, Polydore's no more: 

And when ſhe ſays, O Themis come revenge 

My wrongs on hated Polymneftor, they too 

Seem ſuppliants to the Gods, that they'd revenge 

Her wrongs on Polymueftor. This delights her; 

She bleſſes em, and calls em kind for it: 

She thinks, that her complaints melt 'em to pity, 

And kind condolement of her miſeries. 
Bee. If any prince thinks, that his ſtate is firm, 

Nor ſubject to the changes of this life ; ; 

Let him behold th' unhappy ſtate of Troy, 

And its deſpairing queen : there let him learn 

Not to depend upon the tranſient jo 

And ſmiles of fortune: let him well conſider, 

That he now ſtands in that ſame place, from whence 

The wretched queen of {um fell. - Her ſorrows 

May be compar'd with thoſe of Nobe ; 

Yet Miabe defery'd whatc'er ſhe ſuffer d; 

Her children's loſs was a juft puniſhment 

To her pride; when ſhe compar'd herſelf to the 

Fair mother of Apollo and Diana. | 

But Hecuba is overwhelm'd in 

Tempeſtuous ſeas of dire calamities : 

Nor did her guilt cver provoke the Gods 

I' inflict ſuch miſeries, — But hold, I think 

It is not meet, that the be left alone, 

Leſt her immod'rate forrow force her to 

Commit ſome act of violence on herſelf. {| exeuzt, 


Enter Pol yMNESTOR. 


| Hecuba ſend for me! — For what? — What can 
She want? — Hecuba,! Methinks I dread the name. 
Why do I tremble thus? What fear? A woman! 
What can ſhe hurt me in? — But O! my conſcience 
Tells me, how much I've wrong'd this Heeuba. — 
What tho' I hide my crime from all mankind? 
I can't conceal it from my ſelf, and heay'n, — = et 
| * 
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My conſcience is a witneſs to my guilt, |; - 
And ftill- torments me tho” I ſhould eſcapde 
All other puniſhment. — (But ſure no puniſhment 
Can be ſo great, as to be conſcious, that 
One has deſerved it.)— And, O! I dread 
The Gods revenge upon. my guilty head, - 
In vain I try t' avoid purſuing guilt; 

Where c'er I fly, it ſtill will follow me. 


Wretched in lite, yet after death more wretched. 


How ſhall I ſhow my head, and how be juſtify'd 

Before th' impartial and all-ſeeing judges | | 

Of th' actions of mankind ? — There will no falſc 
Appearances e er varniſh o'er a crime, 
And make it ſeem (as in this world it will) 

Different from the truth; can't make wrong right, 
Black white, foul fair, lies truth, or baſal noble. 

But yet the Gods have mercy for offenders, 
That ask it of em.— Then I'Il pray; but O! 

My guilt ſo feeds upon my mind, and takes 

Up all my ſoul, and cannot ask forspardon. — 
What horrid crimes I'm conſcious of! I've murder'd 

Him, whom I promis'd, nay and alſo touchin 

The altar ſworc, and call'd the Gods to witnels, 
That I wou'd ever ſuccour, — Impious action! 
Never to be atton'd for! Never pardon'd ! — 

O wretchcd guilty man! Loſt Polymnefior / — 

What mighty boon to gain did I commit 

This horrid crime? For Gold! What can gold do? 

Can't caſe a troubled mind ? Or can it give 

Content? Or free me from the pointed ftings of 

A gnawing guilty conſcience? No. What pleaſure 

Can it Ad me, that may counterpoize 
The torment, which I bear, when 1 reflect 

On the ill means, by which I firſt obtain'd it? — 

But hah ! See Hecnba / O all ye Furies, 

Give me a reſolution, but to bear 

The fight of her whom I have ſo much 1njur'd, 

Without a change of countenance. — Q let not 
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My confus'd looks diſcover that I'm guilty. 
'Tis puniſhment enough, that T my ſelf 
Am conſcious of what I've done. 

| walks about diſorder'd 


Enter HEcuBA and BECILLA, 


Her. Ye Gods give ſtrength to theſe my feeble 
| hands; © 
| And crown my juſt deſigns with wiſh'd ſuccels; 
| That after ages may from hence be taught 
The fatal ills, that breach of truſt attend. | aſide. 
Pol. What is't, that Hecuba would ask of me? 
Hec. Remember, Polymneftor, from my hands 
You once receiv'd a child, ſprung from the root 
Of Priam bleſs'd in a num'rous offspring; 
Tho now, alas! the laſt ſurviving har 
Of all that fertile ſtock. — My thoughts on him 
Employ my anxious days and watchtul nights. 
Then let me know my doom, in knowing his: 
Say, if he lives. 
Pol. . — He lives, 
Her. .— The gold entruſted 
By Priam to your care, is it yet ſafe? 
Pol. No hoftile hand has ever robb'd me of it: 
Guarded it lies, untouch'd within my court. 
Hee. For this good news much thanks to 
Polymneftor. 
Pol. But what's the buſineſs, that did require 
Mine and my children's preſence here? 
Hec. Hear me. 
All the remaining wealth of Lium 
(Which tho? it be ſmall I'm willing to preſerve) 
{ wou'd entruſt with thee, as thinking thee 
My good and faithful friend; a man, that's firm 
And conſtant to his word, unmov'd, unbiaſs d 
7; any views of intereſt, — Ye Gods! 
ow hard *tis for me to diſſemble thus! | a/ide. 
Pol. Where is this treaſure hid? — How is t 
conceal'd ? 


H Hec. 
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Hec. In the next tent the precious heap is plac'd, ! 
Unknown to the Achaian army. 

Pol. In what was then my children's preſence 

needful? 

Hec. That if a ſudden unexpected death 
Shou'd overtake you, theſe may ftill remain 
Witneſſes of the truth. — Come, haſte we in, 
Receive the little treaſure from my hands. 


. | ex2unt HE c. Por, 


Manct BECILILA. 


Bec. Sec how he ruſhes on deſtruction; 

How willingly he goes to meet his fate ! 
Plung'd in an unexpected, unforeſeen 
Abyls of miſeries, the juſt reward | 
Of his unequal'd crimes; — The Gods are juſt, 
And ſurely will with *vengetul hands inflit 
A puniſhment well fitted to his villanies. — 
Death is too little : all the racks and tortures, 
That have been yet found out, are for leſs crimes: 
So daring a contempt of heaven's vengeance, 
And all that's ſacred, ſure requires a new 
Unhcard of puniſhment. — But hark, it thunders. 

[ thungders, 
Tremble ye guilty wretches, whoſe affrighted 
Souls dread the juſtice of the Heavn'ly Pow'rs : 
Let them whoſe monſtrous villanies muſt fl 
The hated light; let them alone be ſtruck 
With horror and amazement at the thunder 
Of great Olympian Jove; while we, whoſe ſouls 
Are pure, and-ftain'd with no ſuch ſpots of vice, 
Remain, tho' ev'n the univerſe ſhou'd fall 
From its well-order'd ſtate to wild confuſion, 
Secure undaunted. — But ſee, Iria comes, 
And greets me with ſuch pleaſant Looks, as arc 
The nat'ral conſequence of ſucceſs. 


Enter TRIA. 


©. Tr. Gods of revenge be ſtill : your work is done. 
He'll fee no more the curſed treaſure, which 


He 
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He murder d Polydore to gain. — 
Bec. = What, is he kill'd ? 


Ir. No, no; he lives depriv'd of light and comfort. 
When he came in cager with expectations, 
And glutted with the hopes of treaſure, that 
His ſafety was the leaſt of's care or thoughts; 


| The band of Trojan women unſuſpected 


Seiz'd him, and bound him faſt. In this condition 

He ſaw his children ftrangled : while he ſometimes 

Moan'd for his children's loſs, then ſwell'd to rage, 

And curs'd the queen, the Jan captives thruſt 

An iron hot and burning from the fre 

Into his eye ; the blood guſh'd out; the ball 

Of ſight ſtraight follow'd it, and left its orb. 

This equal'd his pain t' his grief; the ſorrow, 

He ſufter'd for his children's death, was chang'd 

To an impatience of the raging torments, 

He bore by the avulſion of his cyc-ball. / 
Nor was this all he underwent ; but then / 
His other light, which yet remain'd untouch'd, 

By the ſame means was ſoon cxtinguiſhed, 

And torn out from its ſeat. — See, where he comes; 

The captives have unbound him ; hither he bends 

His wandring ſteps in tortures exquiſite. 


Enter PoLyMNEesTOR blind, Heevs Aa following. 
The Body of Pol YDORE brought in on a bier. 


Pol. O curſe on this revengetul ſex ! O hell? 
Turn all thy tortures on this bloody woman. 
Not heav'n has Gods of aſpe& more ſerene ; 
Nor hell a ſoul more furious. —— 
When ſhe appears your friend, *tis then ſhe 1s 
Your greateſt enemy, and while ſhe ſmiles, deſtroys. 
O torment, and extremity of anguiſh ! — 
My children kill'd too! — Weep tor 'em I cannat, 
Unleſs it be in blood. I ſhall run mad 
With pain and tortures. — Where's this Hecuba ? 
Let me come to her. — Let me tear her body. 


Nought but her life ſhall ſatisfy my rage, — 
2 H 2 1 But 
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But hold. Where am 1? —- To whom do I ſpeak? 
O Phebus let no more thy cheriſhing rays. 
Comfort this bloody-minded barb'rous creature 
But dart contagion on her curſed head. — 
Gape, earth, and ſwallow her, Let her no more 
Enjoy the light, ſhe has depriv'd me of, — 
Quick lightnings blaſt her and her hateful race, 
O torments alopportable — O Earth! 
O Heav'ns! O Gods! relieve me, bring aſſiſtance. 
Hec. Talk not of Heav'n and Gods, thou perjur d 
mortal; 
Can you believe there are ſuch things? = No rather 
Let your lips utter nothing, but of Hell, 
Of racks, and whips, and fires, and tortures us'd 
To puniſh ſuch, ſuch guilty ſouls as thine. 
Pol. O curſed barb'rous woman, art thou there ? 
Dar'ſt thou to look on me, in th' innocent 
Blood of whoſe children thou'ſt imbru'd thy hands? 
Hec. Hold, Polymneſtor, talk not ſo, conſider 
Tt was not me, no but your wicked ſelf, 
That bath'd their murd'ring hands in innocent blood. 
What I did, all was done in juft revenge; 
What you bear, you deſerve, Thoſe very crimes, 
Of which you now accuſe me, you yourſelf 
Alone are guilty. Thus in condemnin 
Me you approve my juſtice, and als 
Your crimes are well rewarded, duly puniſh'd, 
Pol. O tis too true! How deeply does ſhe fting 
My wounded Conſcience ! - But Gods! Can I bear 
Theſe ſharp reproaches from a female ſlave ? =» 
No, I will be reveng'd, were 't only for 
My children's fake. — O A4gamemnon, hear me; 
Puniſh the inſolence of theſe your captives. | 


Enter AGAMEMNON, 
Aga, What voice was that, which Iheard ecchoing is 
'T he hollow rocks ? — —__ 
Pol. —— A man's, whoſe injuries 
Sbou'd roar, ev'n while they ſhake the W 70 
cho 
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Behold Atrides, and behold with pity 
The great calamities, I ſuffer from 
The hands of captives, yes thy female captives; 
Hecuba and her curſed band of Troj ans. | 
Aga, What was it thy hand, Hacuba, that did 
This cruel, bloody action?p 
Hec. — Wente Great Atrides, | 
Condemn not what I've done, till you have heard 
The reaſon, why 1 did ſo. See the body 
Here of my murder'd child.— This. was the work 
Of that fell villain. — Had he but his ſight 
To ſee the blood he ſpilt, ev'n the remembrance 
Of that moſt horrid act wou'd make his foul 
Shiver and ſtart with guilt. — He ſwore by th' Gods 
That he'd preſerve this child; yet for the ſake 
Of curſed lucre baſely murder d him. 
Aa. O Polymneftor, wicked perjur'd man, 


How cou'd you call on me for vengeance ? 
Did you believe, that Fd protect fuch crimes, 
As ſtain the Name of honour with a blo 
Such as an harden'd villain d tremble at: 
Dare you confeſs your crime ? 
Hec. Since your ſight cannot, let your touch 
condemn you. puts PoLYDORE's Body into 
| PoLYMNESTOR'S arms. 

Pol. What do I hold within my arms? The corps 
Of murder'd Polydore ? — O Heav'n, forgive me! — 

Aa. Nay, if 't be fo, then let his puniſhment 
Be now completed. — 

Pol. For the love of mercy 
Good Agamemnon, kill me not, I pray thee. 

Hec. I'd have thee live. — To die's an happineſs 
You don't deſerve. — The perſon, that believes 
He's acted his ſevereſt part, when he 
Has for ſome monſtrous crime bereav'd th' offender 
Of Lite, han't learnt, and knows not how to be 
A tyrant. No, to live, and live in mis'ry, 
Shou'd be the puniſhment of the greater villains, 
Of Polymneftor's. This is ſomething worſe than _—_ 

n 
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And what's ſtill more, worſe than the fear of death. 
I know't ; and of this truth I'm an example. 
Aga. T henſtraight convey him to thoſe ene 
Mountains, that were witneſſes of his guilt; 
Whole tops are ſtain'd by the blood of Polydore. 
There let him ſpend the remnant of his days, 
With the remembrance of his former crimes 

To prey upon his ſoul, ev'n as the vulture 

Daily conſumes the liver of Prometheus. 

There let him comfortleſs ſuffer the hardſhips 

Of cold and hunger, and at laſt there die 
Deſpairing ; without hopes of mercy after 

His impious lite of the propitious Gods. 


Here ſee the juſtice of impartial Heav'n, 

To ev'ry one his due reward is giv'n. 

Inſcrutable the paths, unknown the ways, 

By which Great Jove his equity diſplays : 

Nut this we all agree in, this we know ; 

The vengeance of the Gods is certain, tho *tis ſlow. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Deſign d to have been Spoken. 


HAT flrange unnat' ral thing theſe Poets write! 
Why I proteſt it is enough to fright 

A modern Belle, to ſee this moralizing, 

This whimſical young Author merely prizing 

A Lady for her Courage. — Out of nature. 

Refuſe a prince's love, and think it better 

To die — O monſtrous ! — But hell ſay, I know, 
Such Ladies were two thouſand Years ago, — 5 
But that won't down with a St. James's beau. 

By the old Laws of his Athenian Daddies, 

Thinks he to rule our Freeborn Engliſh Ladies? 

No, they'll inſiſt on their Prerogative, 

Juſt as they pleaſe to love, and as they pleaſe to live, 


Had 
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Had it been wrote to pleaſe the modern Stage, 
And bit the humour of the preſent Age, 
Polyxena enamour d by his Charms, | 
Tyftead of Death's, had fled to her Lover's Arms, 


But hold I came the Poet to defend. 
He's young, and with encouragement may mend : 
Why then &en ſave his Play e ne er caft him down ; 
But give him time to better know the Town. 


